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Sonnet 

In  tender  beauty  on  her  clustering  hair, 
The  morning  sunshine  ever  captive  lies  : 
The  soul  that  looks  from  out  her  limpid  eyes 
Has  all  the  light  of  heaven  imprisoned  there. 
Her  cheerful  brow  is  even,  smooth  and  fair  : 
Her  bending  cheek  the  painter's  brush  defies  : 
The  smiles  that  from  her  rosy  lips  arise, 
Infuse  my  mind  with  joy — my  muse,  despair. 
Her  lissom  form  with  sweet  and  modest  sway 
Harmonious  moves  :  her  voice  is  soft  and  low  : 
A  very  queen  of  youthful  grace  is  she  : 
But,  best  of  all  her  charms,  she  cheers  the  way 
Her  heart  is  loving  as  a  heart  can  be, — 
Can  feel  and  suffer  for  another's  woe. 


Night   in   the   Woods 

In  the  deep  woods  at  night 
Oft  have  I  been, 
Where  broken  shafts  of  light, 
Spectral  and  still,  and  white, 
Streamed  in  between 
Branches  that  did  not  quite 
Hide  from  my  peering  sight, 
Night's  silver  queen. 


And  in  the  leaves  o'erhead 
Oft  have  I  heard 
Ghosts  of  sounds  ages  dead 
Walking  with  stealthy  tread, 
Till  beast  and  bird 
Headlong  in  fear  have  fled, 
And  with  a  nameless  dread, 
I,  too,  was  stirred. 

Oft  have  I  felt  a  sigh, 

Like  a  lament, 

Pass  through  the  trees  and  die, 

And  as  it  hurried  by, 

Strangely  there  went 

With  it  an  answering  cry, 

That  until  then  in  my 

Own  heart  was  pent. 

Out  in  the  forest  deep, 
Clad  in  a  pell  : 
Where  eerie  shadows  creep, 
Where  zephyrs  softly  weep, 
Once  did  I  dwell. 
Forces  that  in  me  leap 
From  the  dim  past  I  reap, — 
Reap  ill  or  well. 


To   a   Tear 

'Tis  not  for  me  to  sing 
The  tear  that  joy  may  bring  : 
Relief  from  selfish  fears 
Sometimes  abundant  tears 
Shakes  from  her  wing. 

The  copious  drops  that  fly, 
From  baulked  vexation's  eye, 
Shall  ne'er  enlist  my  lay  : 
Sadly  I  look  away 
And  pass  them  by. 

When  facial  streamlets  flow 
From  weak,  imagined  woe  : 
I  bid  the  same  dissolve, 
In  firm  and  calm  resolve, 
And  likewise  go. 

The  currents  vain  remorse 
May  from  the  eyelids  force, 
I  leave  for  other's  praise  : 
For  he  the  pain  allays, 
Who  mends  his  course. 

The  tricklets  that  may  streak 
Fair  supplication's  cheek, 
Shall  not  to  me  appeal : 
Such  for  their  author's  weal 
And  interest  seek. 


The  wails  of  puny  ire 
Shall  never  tune  my  lyre  : 
Mine  is  a  nobler  theme  : 
The  tears  of  love  supreme 
My  notes  inspire. 

Peerless  !  I  sing  to  thee, 
The  tear  of  sympathy  : 
Affection's  modest  gage, 
Lustrous  as  glory's  page  ; 
Deep  as  the  sea. 

'Tis  thine,  when  sorrow's  breast 
Pulsates  with  deep  unrest, 
To  carry  sweet  relief  : 
Care,  suffering  and  grief, 
By  thee  are  blest. 

No  gems,  no  jewels  rare, 
With  thee  in  aught  compare  : 
Theirs  was  an  earth-bound  mine 
A  feeling  heart  is  thine  : 
Thou  art  the  outward  sign 
Of  selfless  prayer. 


To   the   Skylark 

In  golden  air  thy  melody 
Pours  forth  in  a  continuous  stream, 
Whose  force  denotes  an  ecstasy 
Of  love  and  hope  and  joy  supreme  : 
A  bright  cascade  of  rippling  waves  : 
Of  pearly  notes  a  rhythmic  string  : 
Not  artificial  bars  and  staves, 
But  a  spontaneous  song  of  Spring. 
What  other  music  can  express, 
What  other  language  can  define 
The  sense  of  perfect  happiness 
So  well  as  that  sweet  song  of  thine  ? 
From  thy  harmonious,  upward  flight 
Towards  the  immense  cerulean  dome, 
Till  thou  art  but  a  speck  in  sight, 
Thy  clear,  exulting  accents  come. 
On  thy  return  to  earth  again, 
Sustained  by  love's  enthralling  power, 
In  swelling  tones  thy  praises  rain, 
As  grateful  as  a  summer  shower. 
Sole  singer  in  this  noiseless  space  ! 
Who  is  not  heartened  by  thy  song  ? 
What  thou  canst  see  in  Nature's  face 
To  make  thee  glad  the  whole  day  long, 
Is  surely  there  for  us  to  see 
If  we  with  unsealed  eyes,  will  look  : 
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The  verdant  mead,  the  glittering  tree, 

The  smiling  flowers,  the  silvery  brook, 

The  glow  of  sunshine  in  the  air, 

The  blue,  transparent  heavens  above, 

Have  each  contributed  their  share 

To  frame  thy  wondrous  song  of  love. 

How  many  a  tiller  of  the  soil, 

Who  listens  to  thy  thrilling  voice, 

Suggesting  thoughts  that  sweeten  toil, 

Doth  in  his  heart  with  thee  rejoice  1 

The  same  impulses  that  impart 

To  thy  frail  breast  a  song  sublime, 

May,  through  thy  lay,  attune  his  heart 

To  nobler  joys  it  could  not  climb, 

If  thou  were  mute  :  sing  on,  brown  bird  ! 

Pour  forth  thy  soul-inspiring  lay  ! 

No  sweeter  song  was  ever  heard, 

To  cheer  the  pilgrim  on  his  way. 

Let  all  hearts  sing  thy  rapturous  tune, 

And  join  thee  in  thy  fitting  flight, 

And  realize  the  glorious  boon 

Of  life's  glad  day  and  love's  bright  light. 

From   Martial 

One  only  hears  the  numskull  say, 
"  I'll  live  at  some  future  date  :  " 
The  wise  man  lives  his  life  to-day, 
To-morrow's  life's  too  late. 


Reflections 

These  lovely  flowers  that  now  in  fragrance  blow, 

And  oped  to  drink  the  early  dawn's  delight, 
Vainly  regretted  at  the  eve  will  go, 

Locked  in  the  cold  embraces  of  the  night. 
These  varied  hues,  whose  glory  puts  to  shame 

The  rainbow's  arch  of  purple,  snow  and  gold, 
But  symbolize  life's  ever-dying  flame, 

So  much  by  one  brief  day  is  plainly  told. 
You  see  the  roses  in  their  bright  array — 

Age  now  is  creeping  o'er  the  fairest  bloom  : 
And  one  sweet,  crimson  bud,  alack-a-day  ! 

Comprises  both  a  cradle  and  a  tomb. 
How  like  man's  earthly  fortunes  are  to  flowers  ! 
One  day  spans  birth  and  death,  past  ages  seem  like 
hours. 


Thou  art,  O  Lord,  the  cause  of  all, 
And  present  in  these  works  we  see  : 

And  nothing  is,  or  great  or  small, 
But  stands  a  monument  to  Thee. 

The  lovely  veils  of  crystal  light, 

Sun,  moon,  and  stars'  inwoven  rays, 

These — are  they  not  the  curtains  bright, 
That  shield  from  heaven  our  feeble  gaze  ? 
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The  varied  elements — the  land, 
And  fire,  and  atmosphere,  and  sea, 

Are  they  not  shadows  of  Thy  hand, 
The  symbols  of  Thy  majesty  ? 

Do  not  the  beauteous  flowers  of  earth 
Thy  grandeur  mark  ?     What  says  the  wind, 

Wailing  the  echoes  of  its  birth — 
But  tell  us  of  Thy  Master-mind  ? 

Both  fire  and  water  spell  Thy  name, 
And  witness  to  Thy  wondrous  ways  : 

There  is  a  tongue  in  every  flame, 
In  every  wave,  to  sound  Thy  praise. 


Tho'    Human   Nature's   Prone   to   Fall 

Tho'  human  nature's  prone  to  fall 
Beneath  temptations,  great  and  small, 

None  can  condone 
The  fall'n,  forsaken  sister's  shame  : 
Naught  can  redeem  her  sullied  name, 

And  naught  atone. 

Repentant,  she  her  Lord  may  greet, 
And  bathe  with  contrite  tears  his  feet, 

And  ointment  rare, 
And  kisses  pure  as  lips  have  known  : 
And  wipe  them  fondly  with  her  own 

Soft,  silken  hair. 
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But,  though  her  sins  may  be  forgiven  : 
Tho'  purified,  made  fit  for  Heaven  : 

On  earth,  alas  ! 
Society  hath  closed  its  door, 
And  o'er  the  threshold  she  no  more 

Must  ever  pass. 

No  matter  that  the  risen  Lord, 

First  came  and  spoke  that  tender  word 

To  Magdalene  : 
To  so-called  Christians  here  below, 
She,  beautiful  and  chaste  as  snow, 

Is  still  unclean. 

To-day  as  ever,  side  by  side, 
Stalk  meanness,  pharisaic  pride, 

Hypocrisy. 
No  room  in  hearts  where  these  hold  sway, 
Is  left  for  e'en  one  single  ray 
Of  charity. 


Bestrew  your  daily  path  with  roses, 

And  every  ill  forget  ; 
Life  scarcely  opes  before  it  closes, 

The  mark  is  firmly  set. 

To-day,  the  playful  laddie  dances 
The  joyous  dance  of  Spring  : 

To-morrow's  changeful  circumstances 
The  dead  grave's  chaplet  bring. 
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To-day  you  see  the  radiant  maiden 

To  hymen's  altar  led  : 
And  with  her  form  the  bier  is  laden 

Ere  evening  dews  are  spread. 

Throw  grief,  then,  to  the  wind  that  passes, 

Exchange  dull  care  for  love  : 
And  drain  the  merry,  jingling  glasses 

Beneath  the  beechen  grove. 


There  is  no  death  to  me, 

Altho'  to  others  there  may  seem  to  be  ; 

New  glorious  life  is  born. 

When  from  its  bosom-friends  this  life  is  torn. 

The  sun,  the  moon,  the  spheres, 
Each  rises  in  its  turn  and  disappears  : 
To  rise  again,  and  yet 
Not  in  the  same  condition  as  it  set. 

In  life's  bright  sources  lie 

Both  life  itself,  and  that  which  cannot  die  : 

Each  day,  each  hour  unfurled, 

Is  pregnant  with  new  increase  to  the  world. 

New  life,  new  hope,  new  love, 

Throb  from  the  spheres,  as  dew  from  clouds 

above  : 
All  nature  to  embrace, 
As  kisses  the  cold  night  earth's  sleeping  face. 
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The   Dreamer 


In  wild,  disordered  dreams  at  first, 
His  nights  are  worn  away  : 

But  soon  his  mind  is  doubly  curst, 
And  dreams  in  open  day. 


The   Grave 

Deep  is  the  grave,  and  still, 
And  fearful  is  its  brink  : 

Beyond  the  obscuring  hill, 
Life's  sun  at  last  must  sink. 

The  nightingale's  sweet  lay, 
Not  in  its  depths  may  sound  : 

Love's  roses  fade  away, 
Upon  the  mossy  mound. 

Forsaken  brides  in  vain, 

Their  tender  hands  may  wring 
The  orphan's  tears  but  stain 

Its  outer  covering. 

Yet,  in  no  other  place, 

The  longed-for  rest  may  come  : 
And  in  its  cold  embrace, 

Man  journeys  to  his  home. 
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From  Virgil 

Upon  the  wave  the  dawning  day 
In  blushing  smiles  of  beauty  lay. 
Through  saffron  skies  the  queen  of  morn 
Was  in  her  rosy  chariot  borne  : 
And  on  the  bosom  of  the  deep, 
Softly  the  zephyrs  dropped  asleep. 
The  weary  oars  laboriously 
Lapped  the  calm  surface  of  the  sea. 
Aeneas,  from  the  deep,  descried 
A  verdant  forest  stretching  wide — 
The  glancing  trees,  in  serried  ranks, 
Lining  old  Tiber's  peaceful  banks, 
And  he  delivering  to  the  sea 
His  sandy  freight  eternally. 
Bright  birds  of  variegated  plume 
Embellished  this,  their  native  home  : 
And  as  they  flew  from  tree  to  tree, 
Filled  heaven  with  soothing  melody. 
He  bids  his  comrades  turn  aside, 
And  riverward  the  galleys  glide  ; 
And,  with  a  heart  supremely  gay, 
He  sweeps  along  the  bowery  way. 
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The   Herald   of   Sorrow 

List  to  the  herald  of  sorrow, 

Chanting  his  lay  ; 
Singing  the  song  of  to-morrow, 

With  the  voice  to-day. 
Freely  his  fancy  engenders 

Bright-coloured  dreams  : 
Hark  !  how  sweetlv  he  renders 

His  sweetest  of  themes. 

Wildly  with  phantoms  he  revels 

All  the  day  thro' : 
Scorning  the  task-burdened  levels, 

Soars  in  the  blue. 
Little  he  recks  of  his  fellows, 

Toilers  for  gain, 
Working  at  anvil  and  bellows, 

Ploughing  the  main. 

His  is  the  keynote  of  pleasure, 

Loud  is  his  song  : 
Smoothly  the  rhythmical  measure 

Bears  him  along. 
List  to  the  herald  of  sorrow, 

Chanting  his  lay  : 
Drawing  a  draft  on  to-morrow, 

Which  he  never  can  pay. 
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Sonnet 

The  pale  light  hangs  upon  the  gleaming  river, 

That  languid  flows  by  mirrored  sedge  and  rush, 

Embroidered  mead,  and  scented  hawthorn  bush  : 

Another  day  serenely  goes  forever. 

I  stand  and  watch  the  midges'  mazy  thread, 

Now  circling  high — now  low — now  outward  spread 

In  oval  loops — contracting  in  a  breath, 

Their  transient  life  a  merry  dance  of  death. 

Upon  the  gloaming  to  their  leafy  bovvers, 

Dull  sleep  and  sparkling  dew  steal  hand  in  hand, 

'Tis  sure  the  most  romantic  of  all  hours, 

When  tired  nature  enters  slumberland. 

When  blended  thoughts  of  heaven  and  earth  arise, 

Life's  charms  below — above,  the  wondrous  skies. 
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